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refreshment when the westerly winds blow over Boar's
Hill and Gumnor Heights The Oxford Preservation
Trust has aided in consolidating this good work, thanks
to which Oxford is for ever saved from becoming once
again a walled city as it was m ancient times
Next to the advent of the Boar's Hill 'bus, the building
of a theatre by John Masefield in his garden was the
greatest event which took place during my early years
on Boar's Hill All sorts of plays were acted there,
plays by John Masefield himself, verse-Plays by Yeats
and Gordon Bottomley, plays by Laurence Binyon and,
of course, Shakespeare's plays—"King Lear," which
is so rarely attempted m the theatre, was played there
with John Masefield as Lear The actors would be
the casual company of players which Masefield's
enthusiasm had got together The Oxford voice would
be heard answering to the Berkshire voice, the scholar
to the peasant One of the latter, who had played
some grisly part m "Macbeth" and won all our praise,
when asked after the performance what part it was
he had played, replied "I doan't raightly know what
the part be called, but I does a deal of kilhn' "
II
VISITORS AND VISITS
Lest life on Boar's Hill should prove monotonous-
it never did—the Monds (Lord and Lady Melchett)
were not so far away at Melchet Court, near Romsey
Ever hospitable, Lady Melchett would invite us to
enjoy her garden and the society of friends she loved
to gather about her Alfred Sutro was in those days a
frequent visitor, and his mastery of piquant and shrewd
observation, if it did not set the table in a roar, certainly
kept it in a constant chuckle There would be
General Sir Louis Vaughan to shoot with Alfred, and
Lady Vaughan to tell us her inimitable Irish stones
Sometimes one of the type of men who most of all I

